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The Temple 


Like a mediating monk 

in his ritual posture 

the temple sits solemnly 

under Time's omniscient canopy. 


The priest is engaged in playful 
banter with the major icons; 
the listless seedling gapes 

from the gaorgoyle’s shoulder. 


The chorus of prayers. 

like a lonesome child 

who has lost its way. 

roams about the temple yord— 
from the steps to the pavilion. 
from the courtyard to the altar. 
The tired echoes of the mantra 
caress the keepers 

of the ten directions 

and retum to rest 

in the indifferent recesses 

of the iconless walls. 


Incense smoke finds no escape. 
Prayers get trapped in the walls. 
Flowers of worship 

fail to brighten up 

the time-wom temple floor. 
Offerings wander about 

from one corner to the other 
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looking for the forlorn soul. 
Prayers come back to get lost 
in the innermost mind. 


Beyond knowledge and belief, 
the evening lamp keeps flickering 
like a desolate wish. 

In the sanctum sanctorum 

the god stays contented, 

all by its holy self, 

in the harsh authenticity 

of its own iconography. 
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Still Life 


Everything is laid out on the table 
like rows of stone slabs in a graveyard. 


Colourful words are imprisoned 

in the lexicon; 

manyhued romances trapped 

in love poems; 

rainbow and sunshine rivetted 

to the flower inside the paperweight; 
the pen lying prostrate 

like a roadside beggar; 

and the empty teacup commiserating 
with the white shamelessness 

of the virgin sheet of paper. 


Painted thoughts fly about 

in the rectangular void 

above the table. 

Grey reflections of self-analysis 
struggle to break free 

on the glass table top. 
Encountering no one there 

the searching beams of the eyes 
come back. 


Everything is arranged neatly, 
in place, 

with dignity intact. 

Springtime beats retreat 
stumbling against the window. 
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A feeble ray of the sun 
sneaking through the drapes 
announces for all to hear 
that nothing has a colour 

of its own. 
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Riot 


The gods took their stance 
facing each other, 

with their armies in tow, 
on the innocent street. 


Intolerance became a weapon; 
anger fortified the hands, 
hatred prodded on the legs, 
fundamentalism obliterated 

the simple logic of conscience. 


And then, 

a reign of beastly terror: 
sacrament of blood, 

offering of slain heagas, 

incense of burning houses 

and the congregational! prayer 
of painful shrieks. 


When curfew wos clamped, 
gods went back their way 
to their ordained heavens. 
Ambulances carried away 
to the hospital 

the wounded and the dying. 
Police vans took the corpses 
to the city morgues. 
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Wails and siren sounds 
got lost in the smell 


of burming houses and gunpowder. 


No one noticed 

that corpse lying in the drain. 
He had come to the street 
begging for alms. 

No one knew his name 

or his religion. 

Now, he is beyond 

all sacred texts and faiths. 

It is only his dead eyes 
which still keep staring 

fixed and merciless 

at the remorseless heaven 
darkened by the black smoke 
of a forlorn future. 
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Upenara Bhanjo 


Why should you have 

chosen the confines of a tiny 
earthly kingdom. 

when you justly deserved 

an empire of letters 

extended over 

unlimited spaces of rhetorics,. 
similes, metaphors and hyperboles? 
You were destined to be enthroned 
in the sovereign land of words 
where alphabets are omnipotent 
and consonants and vowels 

are the ultimate truths. 


A divine land 

where nothing exists 

beyond letter and word. 
where thoughts are organised 
into metrical lines 

and life in cantos, 

feelings and passions 

are ruled by figures of speech. 


In this strange land. 

the marital bed 

is the whole universe; 

the body rules here. 

The essence of dialogue 

is confined to 

the sounds of love-making: 
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nails always find their way 
to the breasts: 

the day is spent in courtship 
and the night exists 

only for the sixty-four arts. 


Here, flowers bloom 
only to be used as similes 
for the female body. 
Nature's bounties 

are merely metaphors 
for erotic fancies. 
Seasons come and go 
only to remind one 

of nights of love. 

Time’s only task 

is to make separation 
even more unbearable. 


In such an empire of kavyos, 
flesh and blood are sacrosant, 
body is god. 

sex the essence of life, 
woman superior is moksha. 
That is why 

you brought back poetry 
from its heavenly abode, 
released tyrics 

from the clutches of religion 
and banished the gods 

to their own heavens. 


Emperor of poets, 

you have no adversaries now. 
You are the lord and master, 
yours the sovereign rule. 


Prince Upendra Bhanja (known in Orissa as Emperor of Poets) was a major 
poet of the eighteenth century, known for his omamental, erotic and rhe- 
torical poetry. He is said to have given up his kingdom for the muse of 
poetry. He wos also the first Oriyo poet to write on secular subjects. 
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April 


Like a witness under oath 
the earth, calm and still, 
looks at the sky’s miracles. 
Untimely clouds 

keep changing colours; 
Time comes out seething 
from the depths of remorse. 


There is a shiver in the grass 
and murmur in the leaves. 

A friendly tree holds out a hand. 
The road frees itself 

from its attachments 

like a sinner’s confession. 

In a journey without itinerary. 
absconding thoughts ride by, 
passing over barren fields 

of repentances. 


There is no hope 
for truce now. 

It’s a time of exile. 
It’s time to go into 
the close confines 
of oneself. 


All resolutions of self-control! 
melt away gradually 

in the wind, in the waves. 
in clouds and dreams. 
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The merciless noon knows 
that nothing is possible 
except earth, water, sky 
and one’s own awareness. 


A sudden gust of wind 
throws open a window 
as if one could look for 
some moral of the story 
peeping into the past. 
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Konark 


Here, the tourist is king. 

the guide historian, 
archaeologists are sculptors. 
photograph albums treatises 
on temple architecture, 
and the camera arbiter 

of the essence of art. 


Glories of the past lie unguarded 
strewn inside an empty bus. 

Art is packaged 

for sale in postcards. 

Folklore hangs on strings 

in roadside shops. 

Tradition is interred 

beneath picnic trash. 


Under the wrath of jealous winds 
temple sculptures crumble 

like Shamba'’s cursed body. 
Stone slabs fall from the top 
doomed by their own pride 

like the boy jumping into the sea. 
Rest houses encircle 

the vast temple courtyard 

like Kalapahar’s armies. 

Twelve years’ penance 

goes in vain. 

Genealogy gets lost 

in wild shrubbery. 
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When legend calls the ships 
sailing in the ocean 

to come and bear witness, 
the shimmering sands 

silence their answers. 
Casuarina trees mock them al! 
with a knowing smile. 


After the last bus leaves, 

Time resumes its reign. 

Konark lifts its head 

and stands proudly erect, 

like a divine peak 

with its black grandeur, 

the ultimate in art, 

standing on the earth, 
challenging the skies. 

The hearty laughter of time 
silences all other sounds. 

The wheels roll down crushing 
commonplace successes 

and trivial achievements. 

And once again, till the morning. 
the divine charioteer 

Steers the essence of eternal art 
into the divinity of the heavens. 


Konark, the thirteenth century Orissan temple. built like a chariot, is said to 
have taken twelve years to build. it stands on the seashore where Krishna’s 
son Shamba supposedly practised penances to cure himself from leprosy. 
Legend has it that the sculptors who built the temple could not fix the stone 
on the crown and a boy who succeeded in achieving this had to die 
jumping into the sea to save the sculptors from ignominy. 
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Ghetto 


They all come here, finally 
unasked, time and again. 


To this nameless slum 

History comes with its 

invading hordes, 

passing through archways, 
flying flags of triumph, 

marking its conquest 

with victory columns. 

History demands surrender, 
asks for blood and sacrifice— 
warrior’s blood, rebel’s blood. 
innocent’s blood. toiler’s blood. 
History asks for submission, 
acceptance, subjugation and loyalty. 
History holds out 

the threat of Emergency. 


Civilisation comes here 
hiding behind mask, 
gun and Bible in hand, 
setting up colonies, 
investing money, 
ushering in industrial revolutions, 
bellowing factory smoke, 
establishing townships. 
lecturing in townhalls. 
Civilisation sells yellow journals. 
counterfeit goods, moonshine, 
and pornography. 

19 


Digitized by srujan ka@gmail.com 


Civilisation doles out 

drugs and venereal disease. 
Civilisation demands 
addiction, blind following 
and obedience. 


Democracy arrives 

in the bustling street 

beyond the poverty line, 

riding jeeps 

and waving flags. 

Democracy demands 
signatures, thumb impressions, 
bribes, lies, applause, 

taxes, donation, votes, 
witnesses, supporters, goondoas, 
garlands, posters, hired crowgas, 
slogans, processions, platforms, 
Microphones, meetings, rallies, 
mass movements, effigies. 


To the quiet, scared, innocent street 
Religion takes strides amidst 

hymns, prayers and carols, 

in the calls of Purohit and muezzin. 
wearing beard, turban and cap, 
decked in vermilion and saffron, 
shouting hoarsely to the glory 

of the one and only God. 

Religion comes with knives and sticks, 
grenades and flaming torch in hand, 
asking for destruction 

of temple and mosque. 

Religion calls for rape. arson and loot, 
kafir'’s head, heathen’s entrails. 

Religion snatches away 

bangles from the hands of married women, 
parents from their children, 

honour of girls and 

the potful of rice boiling on the hearth. 
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They come and go away 
threatening to strike again. 
Newspapers change headlines. 
In the political horse-trading 
power is auctioned away. 
Through elections, prayers, 


riots, curfews, lectures, statements, 


five-year plans. false promises, 
the ghetto survives them all, 
like oa small child 

newly orphaned 

playing at the street corner, 
still unaffected 

by religion, democracy, 
civilisation and history. 
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Meaning of Poetry 


People often ask about 

the meaning of poetry— 

even they who won't touch 
poetry with a bargepole. 

But then no one bothers to ask 
about the meaning of Time 

or the definition of Love, 

or about the purport of Life. 


It’s for sure, as someone said, 

that no one reads poetry— 

neither fishhmonger nor chief minister, 
neither publisher nor professor. 

It’s also well-known 

that these people are totally 
unconcerned about 

the rainbow and the butterfly, 
about the patter of rain 

and the smell of earth. 


It is equally well-known 

that poetry does not bring revolution. 
If does not give bread to the hungry. 
It cannot stop police bullets. 

Poetry does not even 

give a tesson in morality. 

If that had been the poet's aim, 

he would have taken to the streets 
a gun. not a pen. in his hand. 

He would have raised battle-cries 
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and instead of writing poems 
he would have coined slogans 
and formulated morals. 


Even they who read books 
usually keep away from poetry. 
However, there still are 

some moon-struck people 

who do read poetry. 

They read a poem and create it too 
along with the poet, 

and breathe life into it. 

A poem is only for him 

who, without understanding it 
in a first reading. 

bravely gives it a second try. 


The meaning of a poem 

is only that much 

which, through doubts and incomprehension, 
crosses the frontiers of the eyes 

and enters the innermost recesses 

of the reader’s mind. 

The poem's reason for being 

is only that which one understands 

through its ambiguity and obscurity 

and nothing more. 


A poem is somewhat like love 
or like time. if you please. 

it’s fulfilled in itself. 

A poem demands nothing. 

it does not aspire for anything. 
It is its own trial and realisation; 
its own content and expanse: 
its own relevance and justification. 
The poet, himself self-created, 
Creates its meaning 

and also its obscurity. 
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A poem happens 
beyond figures of speech. 
beyond simile and metaphor. 


A poem is above grammar and spelling 


and punctuation marks. 
It is free from the tyranny 
of professors, Critics, 
theorists and interpreters. 


A poem exists in its own sovereign land, 


itself its lord and master. 


No one reads poetry, 

not even she 

for whom the poem was written. 
One might then say 

that poetry is of no consequence 
and has no relevance to life. 
That's true. 

But then, 

come to think of it, 

what is life itself 

but a few obscure lines 

of some stray poem? 
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Beggar on the Temple Street 


From one end of the road 

to the other 

is the universe 

of his disease and suffering. 
The shrinking shadows 

of crumbling walts, 

the drain and the pariah dog 
make the whole household 
of his happy dreams. 


His security wrapped in rags. 

his present held in the broken plate, 
he holds his hopeful future 

in the begging bowl before him. 


His eyes cannot see 

the temple’s pinnacle. 

The temple gates 

are beyond his reach. 

The chariot wheels avoid him. 
Incense smoke does not 

fil his empty stomach. 

His sighs fail to melt 

the stone idol’s heart. 


Even $0. 

he bows with gratitude 

for his unwanted life, 

as if his living itself 

was a boon from his previous birth, 
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os if each full meal he got 

was a heavenly gift, 

each time that disease spared him 
was a veritable rebirth, 

and each passing day 

was a divine miracle. 


After a whole day's fast, 

he knows for sure 

that his sincere prayers 

will not go unheard. 

After the evening rituals 

god will get down from the car, 
fish out a few coins 

from his coat pocket 

and fling them across 

in a supreme gesture of piety 
into his grateful tin bowl. 
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Dead Body in the Morgue 


No, this dead body is not mine. 
Why should | have died 
such an ordinary death? 


Maybe, it is the body 

of some non-descript beggar 
who died after eating 

the leftovers of a feast. 

Maybe it is an unemployed youth 
who, after his hundredth interview, 
died when his throat went ary. 
Or, an intellectual 

trampled under the great weight 
of his own knowledge. 

Or, a poet fallen 

from the great heights 

of his own ivory tower. 


How did | think 

| would meet my death 
and what it would bring? 
That my death would spark off 
a milion debates? 
Meteors would fall, 

the earth shatter violently, 
the ocean would go dary, 
Mountains crumble, 
civil-war would break out, 
streets would be deserted, 
the sky would fal, 
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volcanoes erupt, 
the wind would cry itself hoarse. 


Or, nothing would happen. 
Even life inside 

My very own home 

would go on as usual. 

The telephone would ring. 
the kitchen remain busy. 

The ceiling fan would revolve, 
the radio would blare. 

The guests would be treated 
with hot cups of tea, 

not even the plate would fall 
from their careful hands. 


AS it is 

| liberated from my 

own mortal body, 

would be floating 

inside the morgue 

and the dead body 

| was trying hard to disown 
would keep on laughing. 
Mocking at my arrogance. 
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Alone in the Afternoon 


| shut the door 

with great care, 

but the winged dream 
seems to have fled the room 
a long time ago 

without my knowledge. 


There is no one in the room. 

It is the tired bed itself 

that has gone back to sleep. 

The telephone has no one to talk to 
except to itself. 

The lonely clock remains busy 
counting the passage of time. 

The radio keeps listening raptly 

to its own songs. 

If is only a handful 

of wayward sunrays 

which can be seen 

writhing in pain 

caught in the cobwebs of loneliness. 


No one comes. 

Nothing really takes place. 
Outside, on the window pane. 
the obscure sparrow 

keeps piling up twigs. 

without even the slightest desire 
of building a nest. 


29 


Digitized by srujan ka@gmail.com 


At the doorstep. 

the postman slips under the door 
a string of strange alphabets. 
The floor searches in them 

for a touch of warmth, 

but fails. 


From the bookshelf 

the hand picks up 

a book at random, 

but its yellow pages 

hold no streak of invitation. 
The familiar face 

which one tries to recollect 
does not come up; 
instead, 

the poor soul gets mobbed 
by the tutelary gods 

of atonement. 


One hears an elusive knock 

on the door, 

but there is no one there. 

Only an ancient repentance 
stands there glued to the ground 
as if since eternity. 
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Archaeology 


History by his side, 

the researcher stands 

upon the arid expanse of time 
rummaging through ruins 

for signs from the past: 

temple crests hidden under sand, 
flowers fallen from idol’s hands, 
expeditions ordered in dreams. 
snakes guarding the sleeping boy. 
hoof prints of galloping horses, 
jingling anklets stilled in the river. 
signet rings in the fish's belly, 
mementos to identify strangers. 


He looks around, 

his mind beset with questions— 
when where why whose. 
coronation, reign, war, ashvamedaha, 
proclamations, bequests, genealogy. 
No one answers. 

There are no clues. 

The questions run about 

from place to place 

in the barren expanses 

like deserters fleeing battle fields. 


When he repeats the questions, 
a hideous laughter 

from the thirsting souls 

of commoners 
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comes out from the caves 
and the coves and from 
the recesses of the horizon 
knocking against stones. 
trees and the void. 


Ifs wandering echo now orders 
the sky to tum its face, 

the mountain to go to sleep. 
the forest to close its eyes, 
and tells History, 

Shut up, liar! 
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Welcome 


Sensing your imminent arrival 
spring came 

much before its time 

and camped around my house. 


The chirping birds, 

marking a beat 

with the swinging leaves, 

were rehearsing the welcome song 
they would sing in your honour. 


The wind itself 

had parted the door curtains. 

On both sides at my gate 

the trees stood rooted 

with bouquets of flowers in their hands. 


For your imminent arrival 

| had sent the morning away. 

| had asked the telephone 

and the postman not to disturb me. 
| had informed my friends 

that | was going on vacation. 


For your imminent arrival 
the afternoon clock 
stood transfixed 

with folded hands 

for | had asked Time itself 
to stand still. 


33 


Digitized by srujan ka@gmail.com 


Truths 


It's ordained 
that despots will own 
empires and slaves. 


That, 

false prophets 

will command 
disciples and followers. 


That, common people 
will inherit 
poverty and misery. 


That, 
fatalists will reap 
the ironies of karma. 


And that, 

Time eternal 

will hold in its hands 

the ultimate, indomitable 
truths of History. 
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Legend 


Truth is like a ruthless Mirror. 
Afraid of coming face to face 
with our own pitiful countenance 
we shy away from it. 


Across the dark lonesome labyrinths 
of one’s own memory 

past suddenly turns up 

showing its ugly face, 

the indomitable shadow of death. 
We just refuse to recognise it 

and slip stealthily 

into the realms 

of someone else's laughter 

and happiness 

pretending it does not exist. 


When we glance back, 

the pages of history 

look like a stretch of wilderness, 
utterly desolate and helpless. 
It's we who bedeck it 

with our false vanities 

and borrowed glories. 


In the sombre seasons 
of a humdrum existence 
we sit quiet and still 
staring blankly 

at the unpromising walls 


35 


Digitized by srujan ka@gmail.com 


and keep imagining 

how some obscure legend 
would materialise frଁom nowhere 
to chronicle some imagined 
colourful achievement of ours 
across the vast expanse 

of the fairytale times 

in which we live. 
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Poetry Reading 


It is like a poem. 

Seats arranged like lines. 

President's chair at the head 

serious, like a befitting title. 

Listeners, each an appropriate word, 
arranged according to rhyme and meter, 
the beautiful ones among them, metaphors. 
Critics with their frowning faces 
discordant like printer's devils. 

The poet waits with the trepidation 

of the poem's first word. 


The poet has started reciting. 

He stumbles upon memories 

he never wanted to relive all over again. 
On the grey shores of remembrance 

he gets lost in the labyrinths of his creation. 
Words draw him to strange frontiers 

where shapes and sounds and smells 

of different times 

whisk him away from the present 

which suddenly has become unfamiliar to him 
He feels nothing now 

except the ruthless demands of the poems 
which he wrote in some distant past. 


The last line of the poem dissolves 

in his uncomprehending eyes. 

The audience claps with a harsh finality, 
and the hall is deserted soon. 
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The listeners spill out from the 

various doors of meaning 

like alphabets from the tip of the pen, 
bemused, charmed and silent. 

They are still listening 

to the words. 

the sound and the appeal 

of many other poems 

the poet is yet to write. 
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Describing You 


How could | describe you— 
the azure sky begins 
where your tresses end. 


| have seen 

in your eyes 

the ruthless rays 

of the blazing sun 

gradually lost 

in their unfathomable depths. 


| have seen 

the raging whirlwind 

passing meekly over 

the quiet landscape of your bosom. 


| have seen 

the giant waves of the ocean 
become speechless 

gently touching the expanse 
of your body. 


It is only in you 

| have seen 

the beginning and end 

of the universe: the milky way. 
the clouds, the dark void 

of limitless space, 

lightning. storm. rainbow— 
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all standing tamed 
and motionless. 


In my numerous futile bids 
to reach out to your heart 
| have gone through 
several funeral processions, 
from the afternoons 

of profane virtues 

into the midnight 

of sacred sins. 

oscillating between 

truth and deceit, 

through acts, 

pretentious and godly. 
Through you 

| have returned 

touching death 

with my own bare hands. 


How could | describe you— 


your tresses begin 
where the azure sky ends. 
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The Unreal City 


The twitter of morning traffic 
wakes one abruptly. 

From the rooftops. the city looks 
like a stretch of parched fields. 
Lost in an unknown horizon, 
vision returns to its own confines. 
Hawkers’ cries sound 

like impatient bleating noises. 
The restless bells of the siren 
force one out of the house. 


In the wild thickets of the factory 
yet another day slips by 

like a forgotten dream. 

In the shadowy evening. 

the homeward-bound steps 
quicken their pace. 

In the city's narrow bylanes 

the evening drags itself 

through the homing flocks of cars. 
On the barren lamp posts 

lights flutter like fireflies 

of a lost childhood. 

When one closes his eyes, 

the dripping roadside tap 
sounds like the rippling river. 


Inside the claustrophobic room 


the electric bulb goes out flickering. 
Darkness overwhelms body and mind. 
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Half-remembered lullabies 

caress the eyelids. 

The magic wand of sleep, 

riding its flying chariot, 

brings tinsel treasures of childhood 
to thrill the throbbing heart. 


If only it could bring 

the sullen sulk of the coy woman 
and the cries of the restive child 
to brighten up the loneliness 

of a dreary city night! 
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Kalingo 


The day gallops away 
riding on horseback 

over the dilapidated 
rocks of Dhauli hills. 

The invisible hands of Time 
chronicle across the skies 
the ironies of history. 


Layers of legend 

lie strewn across the landscape. 
The fading rock-edicts 

keep repeating the arrogance 
of a doubtful victory. 

The ancient red earth 

connects one age with another. 


As the echo of the last conch-shell 
is drowned in the wind 

the peak of the hill 

puts an end 

to the strategies of devastation. 
The tiny flower in the shrub 

lifts its head 

like a veritable victor. 


The silent waters of the river Daya 
flow like blood. 

The trees, mute witnesses, 

point to the east 

with their new branches. 
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No one wins, 

no one loses. 

At the break of the dawn, 
weary warriors move on 

to the humdrum battlefield 
of their daily grind. 


Leaving Kalinga behind, 
wrapped in a legend, 
wearing a Monk's habit, 
Ashoka walks towards 
his own nirvana. 
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Woman 


With her long dark hair 
she knitted sweaters 
for each one of her kin. 


She fed everyone 
of her family 

from her own share, 
going hungry herself. 


She surrendered her face 
and bosom to bear the assaults 
of cruel hands and sharp nails. 


She gave away 
each limb of her body 
to prop up her fragile home. 


And said at last, 

apologising profusely, 

that she was sorry 

she had nothing more to offer. 
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Today, in Your Honour 


Since you hurried away 
after straying into 

My early moming dream 
for a flitting moment, 

| decided to dedicate 
my entire day 

in your honour. 


Therefore, 

this morning's newspaper 
will carry nothing 

except your serene face 
peeping from every column 
page after page. 


Today, 

all the calls I'il receive 

on my telephone 

will be from you only. 

All the letters 

the postman will bring me 
will be yours. 


Today, 

you'll alight 

from every taxi 

that stops by my gate; 
every knock on my door 
will be from your knuckles. 
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If there is apocalypse 
today. 

and the whole world 
rages to dust 

and the entire human race 
is made extinct, 

and only some fragments 
of dreams are left behind, 
| know for sure 

that you will come down 
riding the crest 

of these dream fragments. 
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Morning 


Night's last bell rings 

and yet another moment 
shatters and falls 

from the mute wall of time. 


As the window curtains are drawn 
the nightmares fly away; 

light surges in 

riding the crest of the wind. 


Water aripping 

from the tap 

has no messages. 

The mirror, nonetheless, 
records a myriad events 
in its daily journal. 
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Don't Leave Me 


After straying into my life 
perchance by accident, 
do you think you could 
walk away from me 
leaving me stranded 
within the peripheries 

of my own existence? 


All these years of mine 

were nothing but an absurd chronicle 
of getting lost in the dark 
mysterious alleyways of life. 

How could you ever find 

the way out of this maze? 
Whichever way you choose 

to embark upon for your escape, 
you will find me right there, 

at the end of it, 

waiting for you. 


Let's accept 

that it’s no longer possible for us 
to go our separate ways. 

You are as divine a gift to me 
as | am an eternal curse for you, 
in pleasure and pain. 

in resolve, doubt and suspense. 


Banish the slightest thought 
of going away 
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from the circumference of my life. 


Assure my desire to live 
py just being by my side. 


Place some vacant moments 
of your life 


upon my ever outstretched palms. 


This would never satisfy 
the greed of my eyes, 
but would, nevertheless, 
keep me alive 

from one fragile moment 
of waiting for you 

to another such moment. 
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Past 


There's no way 

you could get away from it; 
your past trails you 

like the irrepressible shadow 
of repentance. 


When you think you are lost 

amidst the frenzied crowd 

of the city streets, 

it turns up suddenly 

out of nowhere 

and takes you in its intimate embrace. 


When you stand dazed 

on the barren stretches 

of vacant moments 
looking at the desolate sky. 
it comes like untimely rain 
and drenches you 

with showers of solace. 


You never know when it will come. 
As you sip your hot cup of tea 
someone's voice stirs your mind. 


Familiar faces stare 

from within the pages 

of your favourite book. 

As you open the window. 
laughter comes surging in 
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electrifying the room. 

The contours of bodies 

drift across riding 

the voices on the telephone. 


As you sit absentminded 

all by yourself 

it comes sulking 

and snuggles around your body. 
If draws a curtain 

on the present, 

becomes a weight 

on the moving feet, 

and unsettles everything around. 
It reminds you time and again 
that it is remembering 

which is easy, 

not forgetting. 


We suffer the doubts 
brought about by time 
but go on living 

in the hope that 

at some faraway future 
these present happenings 
would become a past, 
and would illuminate 

the rest of our lives 

in the slow moving moments 
of waiting for death. 
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Savages 


In broad daylight 

the sun wos stabbed to death. 
The assailants 

chopped it into slices 

and threw them into the dark 
of the filthy drain. 

Beasts took over the city. 
With its million nails and fangs 
storm came down 

and ravaged the earth. 
Vultures pecked to pieces 
the corpse of the day. 


Wild fires swept the city 

from one end to the other. 
Birds were thrown out 

of their nests 

like sparks of fire. 

The innocent, helpless animals 
remained trapped 

inside the circle of fire. 

The shocking news 

of yet another hundred deaths 
got lost within 

the routine newspaper headlines. 


Scared alphabets took shelter 
behind bloodsoaked posters. 
History blew itself away 

like charred bits of paper. 
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The sound of bullets came 
bursting like thunder. 

The sky was torn apart. 
Celebration of life on earth 
turned into heaps of ashes. 
The prehistoric beasts 
marched forward 

from one street to another 
over the bosom 

of the buming city. 
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Galaxies 


Staring at the night's sky 

One tends to ask many questions: 
about time and infinity 

about eternity and cosmic rotations; 
but the sky rejects them all 

and starts asking 

its own barrage of questions. 


If one keeps staring 

for some more time. 

answers come on their own; 
One gets to know everything: 
how the sky is just a microcosm: 
that no one is still and eternal; 
how solar systems 

burn themselves out 

making place for new stars; 
how suns clash 

in their routine journeys; 

and how the vast empty space 
watches these cosmic interludes 
without even a word. 


If one keeps on staring 

for a longer time still, 

the vision stretches itself 
beyond the limits of the sky. 
Myriad stars open the way. 
Taurus, Pisces and Scorpio 
hide themselves. 
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[he Great Bear looks askance. 
Vashistha embraces Arundhati. 


Storms stalk the milky-way. 

Cosmic adversaries foce one another 
with belt and sword 

and bow and arrow. 


The mind gets filled 

with a strange sense. 

All mysteries stand unravelled 
and resolved: 

what are the stark truths, 

how distance is encapsulated 
in time itself, 

and the sun is merely 

a minor star. 
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Midnight 


The somnolent trees 

have long since 

stopped their whine. 

The roving moon 

has given up its attempts 

to enter the house 

climbing through the window. 
Instead, it silently 

crawls to the roof 

and sleeps there. 


The lampposts. tired and pale, 
lean over night's mysteries. 
The whole room seems 
drenched in the slumber 

of darkness. 

Suddenly, the cat wakes up 
from a nightmare 

and stares 

with wide open eyes. 


At the ceaseless strike 
of the midnight hour 
in the wall clock, 

they all step into 

the living room floor: 
the man from within 
the photograph frame, 
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the dolls from the shelves, 
people from the glossy pages 
of magazines. 


In the oppressive dark 
they touch one another, 
share each other's grief, 
caress and embrace, 
and dance together. 


When the clock’s hands 
strike again 

they move back hurriedly 
to their own niches 
leaving a burning flicker 
of tender surprise 

in the cat's widened eyes. 


The shrill whistle 

of the vigilant watchman 
does not unfold 

any mysteries. 

The cat closes its fairy eyes 
and goes back to sleep 
crouching within its own fears. 
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The Sullen One 


Nothing bothers her 

neither night nor age 

nor grief, nor dreams; 

not even the flighty heart 
beating beneath her bosom. 


She does not say anything 
to anyone; 

she remains cocooned 

in her own world. 

If ever she deigns 

to open herself up, 

she pens a letter 

with a few lines of poetry. 


She shows herself 

only twice during the year, 
writes six letters, 

makes ten phone calls. 
Midsentence she gets up to go 
without uttering a word. 

And then she is lost 

for days, months and years. 


She understands no one. 
Nothing bothers her. 

She remembers no one. 
But it is she 

who steals away 

sleep from eyes, 
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attachment from life, 

pain from wounds, 

and fear from death. 

If is she again 

who knocks at one’s mind 
through night and age 
and grief and dreams. 
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To That End 


| had to meet her one day— 

to that end, 

| was born and grew up 

through childhood and youth; 

| collected friends, fell in love; 
raised a family, earned a living; 
went through good and bad times; 
visited places, gathered experiences. 
And then some unknown desire 
made me change my course, 

| walked into the museum 

where | met her. 


But long before that 

when Creation was yet to be, 
there was the Big Bang 

and the earth materialised. 

Life came unto the planet 

and man was bom. 

Through wars, epidemics and the dark ages 
settlements and cities came up. 
There wos birth of arts and science, 
literature, painting and sculpture. 
The civilised man set up 

libraries, town-halls, theaters, 
cathedrals and temples— 

and museums. 


Everything was but to that end 
of my meeting her one day. 
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Dr. J.P. Dos (b. 1936) is a well-known 
Oriya poet, playwright and fiction writ- 
er. Most of his writings have been trans- 
lated into English, Hindi and other In- 
dian languages. His plays have been 
widely performed in many loanguag- 
es. An art historian, his scholarly works 
on Orissan art include Puri Paintings 
and Chitra-Pothi. He lives and works 
in New Delhi. 


Durga Prasad Panda (bb. 1970), the 
translator, holds a Master's degree in 
Commerce from the Delhi University as 
also a degree in law. Poet and trans- 
lator, his poems have appeared in 
leading journals. He lives in Sambalpur, 
Orissa. 
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